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on this spot. But perhaps you will find it out for yourself
Brother Kuzenda can give it you properly because he used to
go to meetings before. Look, here he comes."

Every one turned towards the opening leading from the
deck to the engine-room From the opening there emerged a
bearded face, wearing the forced, embarrassed smile of one
who is being shoved from behind and is trying to pretend that
nothing is happening Mr Kuzenda was visible now from the
waist up, carrying in both hands a large tin tray on which
stood cups and tins of preserves, he smiled uncertainly as he
rose higher and higher. His feet could soon be seen on a level
with the deck, and still Mr. Kuzenda and his cups went on
rising in the air About eighteen inches above the opening he
stopped and began groping with his feet There he hung un-
supported in the air, apparently doing his utmost to get his
feet to the ground.

Mr Hudec was like a man in a dream " What is the
matter, Mr Kuzenda ? " he exclaimed, almost in terror.

" Nothing, nothing," Kuzenda replied evasively, still trying
to draw himself down from the air with his feet, and Mr
Hudec was reminded of a picture of the Ascension that m his
childhood had hung above his little cot, and how our Lord
and the Apostles in precisely the same manner were hanging
in the air and paddling with their feet, but showing less
amazement on their faces

Suddenly Mr. Kuzenda moved forward and floated, floated
over the deck through the evening air as though a gentle breeze
might carry him away, now and again he raised his feet as if
he wanted to step out firmly or something, and he was visibly
concerned for his cups.

" I say, come and take this coffee," he said hastily. Brych,
the stoker, held both hands up to him and took charge of the
tray and the cups Then Kuzenda let his feet hang down,
crossed his arms on his breast, and hung there motionless, with